DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
Do you believe this campaign sprang from the Englishman's
innate humanity, sympathy for the under-dog, love of fair play?
No, it was partly the balm with which the Englishman of to-day
soothes his conscience, mainly the result of Jewish instigation.
How many Englishmen to-day would be prepared to admit five
thousand non-Jewish, anti-Hitler Germans, skilled workers, men
of peace and goodwill and democrats, with their wives and
families, to England or the Dominions? No, they are Reds. They
are not 'Germans5 or 'Austrians5, they are 'Reds'.
You Englishmen, who know how hard it is for an Englishman,
without family influence, without money, without the Old School
Tie to break through the iron ring of privilege, of preference, of
nepotism, of wealth, of class-hatred, consider these things. Look
at your Englishmen, in Durham, in Jarrow, in Shoreditch, in
Hoxton. Do something about them first.
When I was last in London I saw many faces I knew, many
people of a type that I knew, and was not cheered by what I saw,
in the streets, in the picture pages of the Press, in the reports of
criminal trials.
If you have eyes to see, take a look at this London of yours, the
greatest city of the world, in 1939. Go, with open eyes, from
Marble Arch to Hyde Park Corner, along Piccadilly to Leicester
Square, down the Strand to Fleet Street and St. Paul's, from there
to Holborn Viaduct and back along Oxford Street. It is as if
a drag-net had been cast over Berlin and Vienna and Budapest
and Prague and Naples and Paris and Warsaw and Cracow, and
the catch dumped down here in this paradise of gilt, chromium,
plush and neon-lighting, where Shakespeare once mustered his
players, where Milton and Chaucer walked, whence Drake and
Raleigh sailed in search of new worlds, where English craftsmen
once, long ago, made gates of good wrought iron and chests of
good oak, where Englishmen once served Englishmen with beef
and beer, arid where Englishmen now sit in imitation marble halls
eating poached eggs and drinking coffee.
Put your heads through the doors of the restaurants, Petit Paris,
Klein Berlin, Mariana's, Hoggenstein's, Posenovitch's, Umpsky's,
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